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One 
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The whole place was in complete pandemonium when Special Agent Dave Mustaine arrived with his boyfriend 
Bruce Dickinson in tow. With the anger at the news of the Metropolitan Correctional Center jailbreak still 
coursing through his veins, Dave practically shoved people out of the way as stalked over to his boss' office, 
Bruce ducking and dodging different limbs as he fought to keep up with him. 


The rest of the crew were already there, their expressions ranging from shocked to just as pissed off as 


Dave knew he felt. 


Tom Araya frowned when he spotted Bruce behind Dave, but as he opened his mouth to protest his presence, 
the look the agent shot him spoke volumes and he motioned them towards the old couch over to the left. Dave 


dropped down on the cushion, his jaw working furiously and Bruce sat next to him, resting a hand on his 
forearm in hopes to calm him down. 


"What the fuck happened?" he spat. 


"They should have known better than to hold him in New York. With the knowledge that he has inside men in 
the system and the temptation of his million-dollar offer, they should have been better prepared for the 
transfer. Two of the guards were rogues, they took out five of the other guards and snuck Hetfield out. The 
other inmates just took the opportunity to escape in all of the confusion. They'll be dealt with separately from 
Hetfield" Araya sighed. "He's not going to be in New York anymore, but he has a heavy amount of resources, 
contacts, and assets in the States, so | doubt he'll leave the country immediately." 


"We can't give him enough time to collect those assets. If he does he's as good as gone." Marty said. 

Araya nodded. "His men were last seen going west, so my guess is that he's headed towards his third largest 
drug op headquarters, located in California. After everything that's happened I'd doubt he'd go back to Florida 
We're keeping tabs on flights, so his next and only other logical option is to travel by car." He got up and 
fetched a folder that was on top of his main cabinet. "He's going to avoid highways while still going the fastest 
route possible, so I've printed out a map of the possible directions." Araya slapped the folder on his desk and 
pushed it in Dave's general direction 

Dave reached over a snagged the file, flipping through the various pages. 

"How long can | expect you to be gone?" Bruce muttered. 


Dave glanced over at Bruce with raised brows. "You're not coming with us?" 


Araya sat back down and leaned back in his chair. "It's highly advised that he doesn't. He could get in the way 


and-" 
"Do you want to come with us?" Dave asked. "I'm sure you know a bit about what goes on behind the scenes." 
Araya sighed. "Dave. We can't-" 


"Either Bruce goes along or there's a no-go." Dave passed a glance over a David. "And Adrian. He's a medic so 


he's of great value too." 


Four pairs of eyes shifted to Araya in question while Bruce fixated his to the ground, fidgeting slightly on the 


couch. 


Fine, but if questioned the fall is one you." Araya relented. "If we get you on the road by the end of the night 
you have a better chance of keeping up with him and possibly even catching him" He sat forward and clasped 
his hands on his desk. "And Dave?" 


Dave's gaze leveled with his own. 


"He's been proven guilty and he was sentenced to life in prison without possibility of parole before his escape. 
He's a man on the run and will do anything to get away - that said, he could possibly earn himself the death 
penalty on the way. He's at the top of the FBI's most wanted. Status: dead or alive." 


A satisfied glint flashed in Dave's eyes and a small, devious grin tugged at his lips. "That's all the permission | 


need, sir." 


Two 
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Dave swerved the car into the nearly abandoned parking lot, and he barely turned the engine off before he 
was out the door. Bruce sighed and unbuckled his seatbelt, getting out at a much more moderate pace than his 
lover. Dave already had their bags by the time he reached the back - a duffle bag in each hand - and was 
stalking off in the direction of the SUV a few feet away. 


Besides his inquiry on whether or not Bruce was going, Dave hadn't paid much of the slightest attention to him. 
Prior to the kidnapping and Dave telling him he loved him, he would have thrown a fit, but now he had some 
measure of understanding that Dave got like this when he was one-hundred percent focused on the mission. 


Still, it would be nice to get at least a glance that didn't tell him none too gently to ‘hurry the fuck up’. 


When he reached the SUV, Dave was talking to David and he just shrugged, climbing into the back to wait out 
the rest of their preparation. He returned Adrian's small smile and plopped down on the seat at the very back 


next to him. 
"Ready for this?" Adrian asked quietly 

Bruce snorted, keeping his tone just as soft. "Are we ever ready for what happens?" 
"But in the end, all of this is worth it right? To be with them despite the danger?" 
"That's what | keep telling myself, Ade. But as of right now, who knows?" 


"If you asked yourself whether you love him or not, and the answer is automatically yes, then it's worth it to 


you." 


Bruce nodded, deep in thought. Who knew Adrian could be so wise outside of the medical field? 


The rear door was shutting tightly behind him dragged him back to reality, and he caught a glimpse of red as 
Dave rounded the vehicle and claimed the driver's seat. David glanced at Adrian and the blonde nodded, the 
agent sliding into the passenger's side. Nick and Marty joined them inside moments later, the engine revving to 
life and spinning out of the lot as soon as the two men settled in. 


Silence filled the space as Dave turned down a series of streets. Sans the odd look he got through the 
rearview mirror - probably questioning why he wasn't sitting up in front with him - Dave hadn't bothered to 


acknowledge him. 


Within two hours they were already in Pennsylvania. They were making pretty good time, Bruce surmised, but 
something was off, and he had a hunch that it could be the familiar looking vehicle behind them - it wasn't 
familiar in the sense that he knew who it was, but in the sense that it had been trailing them for some time. 
He wondered if the others noticed or if he should say something. That's when he noticed the whispering 
between the agents up front. 


David glanced up in the rearview mirror at the two of them. "Ade, Bruce, buckle up and keep yourselves 


ducked down as much as possible. Marty and Nick are gonna help you put on your vests." 
There was some shuffling as the two men were strapped in and the air was thick with tension as Dave turned 


on an alternative road. When the SUV executed the turn on a dark country road, the car tailing them turned 
out to be two and both of the vehicles continued to pace them on the isolated trail 


Dave cursed under his breath as the cars turned out their lights, cloaking them in darkness. He pulled out his 
pistol. 


"Fuckin! Hetfield and his idiots. Get ready!" he barked. 


The agents took up arms just in time for the cars to flash their headlights back on, reappearing on either side 


of the SUV. 


Three 
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The first shots were loud in the quiet night, the windows on David's half of the SUV splintering. Nick cursed 
and used the butt of his automatic to knock the glass out, pointing his gun out of the open space and firing at 
the car. The shots took out the man that was aiming out of the window at him and the glass on the driver's 
side shattered completely, embedding in the leather interior. 


"Dave, duck!" Marty yelled, rolling the window down on his side. 


Dave did as he was told, the SUV swerving this way and that as he tried to stay on the road. Marty, David 
and Nick dipped down too as the first round struck the vehicle. When the barrage let up Marty quickly aimed 
and shot through the passenger's side window of the car, the bullets taking out the man in the seat and 
hitting the driver in the side. 


Dave came back up and hit the gas, the SUV lurching forward as it sped down the dirt path. Marty and Nick 


used the opportunity to reload as the cars sped up to catch them, firing once they were in good range. 


Taking a chance and sitting up, Bruce glanced behind them to see a Hummer gaining on them - and by the looks 
of the men that just leaned out of the windows, they weren't friendly. His voice locked in his throat as the 

fear took hold of him. His eyes darting around wildly, he spotted an errant assault rifle on the ground - it was 
odd to see it just lying there, but he didn't hesitate to snatch it up. Quickly looking for the safety, he flipped it 
off and unbuckled his seatbelt, situating the gun in a semi-comfortable position and turning to aim at the back 


window. 


He took a deep and pulled the trigger, the other men in the car jumping as the glass of the back window 
imploded. He targeted the hood and front of the Hummer, firing off over as much of the area as he could, and 
he felt a mild sense of satisfaction when the vehicle lifted up in the air as flames sprung up from the bottom. 
The Hummer rose a few feet further in the air as explosions rocked it, the heaping mass of metal and fire 


falling over to the side. 
"Wool" he heard Nick shout. 


Feeling more useful than he had in ages, he turned his weapon to the side he was on and aimed for the back 


of the car that was on the right. With both his and Nick's efforts, it didn't take long before fire engulfed it as 
well. Dave swerved to the left to avoid it, slamming up against the last remaining car. Having followed his 
example, Adrian had his own gun in hand and was helping Marty pick off the leftover cronies. He delivered the 
final shot to the head of the driver, the car swinging out of control before hitting a tree nearby. 


Even with the coast seemingly clear, Marty and Nick showed Adrian and Bruce how to reload their firearms 
and Dave sped up even more. The SUV rode in silence once again, most of the men breathing a sigh of relief 
when they found a main road with little traffic. Bruce looked up front, catching Dave's eye in the rearview 


mirror and the small nod he received made something akin to pride swell within him. 


After another half hour, they pulled up to a small, out of the way motel. The SUV emptied in a matter of 
moments after Dave pulled into a parking space. Bruce stood by as Nick and Marty assessed the damage to 
their transportation, Adrian and David were off to his right, talking quietly with their foreheads pressed 


together, and Dave was on his cellphone off in the distance - most likely with the agents’ boss. 


While the minutes ticked by, his mind went over the events that had occurred barely an hour ago. A cold 
feeling rushed through him as it all slammed home: he killed someone tonight. Well, not just someone, but some 
people; who knew how many were in that Hummer? Overwhelmed, his legs gave out from underneath him, 
strong arms catching him just before he hit the pavement. He registered that David and Adrian were now on 
either side of him, speaking to him, but he heard nothing but mumbling. He felt numb; how could he just take 
several peoples’ lives just like that? 


He became somewhat aware of the world around him when he was shook almost violently, his eyes coming to 
focus on intense hazel and fiery red. Dave pulled him into his arms and muttered meaningless words to him, 
his thick fingers running through his hair. Marty approached the group with a few key cards in his hand -- he 
hadn't even noticed he left -- and handed one to David and one to Dave. 


He tried to get up when Dave did, but his legs wouldn't co-operate with him. He vaguely felt the world shift as 
Dave hauled him into his arms, his view shifting right to left as Dave carried him off to one of the rooms 


Marty had booked. 


‘| killed someone tonight: Another chill ran down his spine and he burrowed into Dave. 


Four 
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Bruce stood frozen in place as Dave undressed him in the bathroom, doing little in the way of helping him tug 
off each layer. He stayed where he was when Dave turned on the shower, adjusting the tap accordingly and 
stripping out of his own clothes. Dave nudged his lower back, encouraging him to get into the shower, but he 
wouldn't budge. The agent sighed, picking him up again and depositing him into the spray. 


Much like his undressing, he did nothing to aid Dave in cleaning his body -- his gaze still far away, eyes locked 
on the green tile. Dave quickly took care of himself before easing Bruce away from the tiled area. Bruce 
shivered when the cold air hit his body, his first sign of awareness in a couple of hours. He began to shake as 
Dave dried him off, his teeth chattering as he looked up at Dave with a sorrowful expression. 


Dave sighed, swiftly patting himself dry and wrapping a towel around his waist. This time when he urged Bruce 
to move, the Englishman did so, shuffling out of the bathroom and dropping onto the subpar bed. Dave tugged 


on a pair of boxers, Bruce putting on his own underwear before curling up under the sheets. 


Dave climbed in behind him, curling an arm around his waist and pressing a kiss to the top of his head. "Ya did 


what ya had to do Bruce." 


"They were people Dave!" Bruce turned in his hold to glare, the first sign of fire since the ambush. "Bad people, 
yes, but people nonetheless!" 


Dave took Bruce's face in both hands. "But if you hadn't done what you did, we would have been goners Brucel 
And if we died, who the hell would stop Hetfield?! He'd be able to do whatever the hell he wanted if we weren't 
around! If it took them so many years to even located his headquarter operations, what makes you think 


they'd be able to catch him without someone who truly knows him?!" 


Bruce shook his head, his eyes closed tightly. "I-l'm sorry. | just.l just can't imagine what they went through 
before and after that car caught fire. The pain, the terror, the possible regret..." 


"Bruce, look at me." When Bruce complied, he continued. “They knew what they were getting into when they 
decided to get involved with Hetfield. Bruce, let it go. I'm not saying you should forget, but don't let those 
thoughts slow or stop your reaction to danger. It could mean the difference between you getting out of a 


situation dead or alive, and you know how | feel about that.” 


Bruce bit his lip and nodded. Dave gave him a small smile, planting a soft kiss to his lips. Bruce sighed and 
leaned forward, seeking security in the affection that Dave rarely showed to anyone else but him. Things 
quickly became heated between the two of them, their breathing picking up as their tongues played and teased 


rather than battled for dominance. 


Reluctantly, Dave pulled away from Bruce, panting heavily. "Fuck. As much as | want to do this we gotta get up 
pretty fuckin’ early tomorrow mornin’ to get to the new car at the first checkpoint.” 


"Okay." Bruce sighed. 


Dave pressed his lips against Bruce's once more. Bruce pulled back after a few moments, amusement clear in 


his eyes. 
"Contradicting yourself, Mr. Mustaine?" Bruce smiled. 
Dave snorted and grinned back "Soon, though. Very soon" 


Bruce shifted down the bed a little to rest his head on Dave's chest. Dave reached over and flicked off the 


bedside lamp, turning back to Bruce and enclosing him in his arms. 
"G'night, Dave." Bruce murmured sleepily. 


A soft grunt was all he got in response before his eyes closed for the night. 


Five 
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A tired silence reigned in the tattered vehicle as the cobwebs of sleep still clogged their minds. The breeze 
flowing through the car was cool, their bodies subjected to it since most of the windows were no longer there. 
When they had first gathered around to get into the SUV earlier, the others seemed to walk on eggshells 
around Bruce until he threw his hands up and told them he was fine, and he was showered with praises for 


his quick actions that ultimately spared them from an early grave. 


They pulled into an abandoned lot, Dave pulling up behind the deserted building that stood in the center; there 
was a brand new SUV waiting for them, and nothing else. They all got out of their old vehicle, David divvying 
out their bags -- which they all thanked the heavens above that whatever did hit the luggage didn't make it 
pass the tough leather they were made of. 


As their things were being reloaded into the new vehicle, Bruce got the distinct feeling that this one was a bit 
different from the other one. He knocked on the side and frowned before tapping his knuckles against the 
window as well, a much more solid sound came from the exterior and there was a small, lift-able square on 


each window, and a large, lift-able rectangle on the rear window. 


Nick saw the odd look on his face and he chuckled, walking over to him. "Bulletproof windows and a bulletproof 
layer's been added to the body. You can lift the separated section here," he tapped the square, “and shoot 
through it with little to no threat of being hit back." 


Bruce nodded. "So why not have this in the beginning?" 


Nick shrugged and opened his mouth, but it was Dave who answered. "Cause as much as we'd like to think it, 
not everyone is all that smart in the FBI and when | asked for one they looked at me like | grew another fuckin’ 
head" Bruce let out a breathy laugh at the irritated scowl on Dave's face at the memory. "Load up. We're 
headin’ outta here." 


While everyone else was getting in, Dave pulled Bruce off to the side and gave him one last glance over. "You 


sure you're all right?" he asked gently. 


"Yes. If not, I'll get there. Having six pairs of hands to fend those bastards off is better than five. | think | can 


learn to deal with it." Bruce assured. 


"Good" Dave gave him a quick peck and a half grin. "Get on in, we got an asshole to catch." 


Bruce climbed into the SUV and settled in the back with Adrian, and this time when they hit the road, the 


quiet was no longer hung over them. 


"| don't know about you," Nick started as he rolled his shoulders and shuffled in his chair, "but those beds 
were one-hundred percent shitty." 


Marty let out a bark of laughter. "Quit being a baby. We've slept on much worse." 


"Remember that one time we had that stake-out at that cabin with those hicks and we had to make a fucking 


bed out of the foliage because ‘sleeping bags and tents would be too obvious'?" David said. 
"I think they were just punishing us for wrecking that Porsche." Dave chuckled. "Nick" 


It wasn't my fault that that bird flew through the window!" Nick protested. "I bet it was waitin’ for me to 
pass by. The fuckin’ jerk" 


"What about the Fusion? Was that a bird's fault too?" Marty questioned. 


"| couldn't help it! You should have seen that guy!" Nick explained. "Those jeans looked fuckin’ painted on. They 


should have been illegal to wear!" 
They all laughed at Nick as his face took on a dreamy expression 


"Let's just say that after that - and other instances - his privileges with the company cars ran dry." David 


concluded, a big smile etched on his face. 


"Even outside the company | wouldn't let Mr. Easily Distracted drive me anywhere.” Dave snorted, a grin 


stealing across his as well. 


More stories of the more hilarious aspects of some of their missions flowed forth, a comfortable vibe 
emerging for the first time since they found out that Hetfield escaped. From getting tangled up in props to 
Nick letting the wrong head rule his decision making processes, Bruce and Adrian never thought there was a 


such funny side to being an FBI agent, but it made for a very interesting trip into Ohio. 
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Something felt off as soon as they crossed the border into Ohio. The traffic - which wasn't particularly known 
for slow progression - was at a near standstill. Once they had gotten close enough, they saw that two cars 
was blocking the way, but there was no driver to be found for either one. It was..odd. 


David and Dave climbed out the SUV to see what was going on. There were people standing around on their 
phones, possibly alerting authorities or just rambling off to anyone they could reach to complain to. They would 
have just passed alongside the cars if there wasn't a thick cement divider in the middle of the highway. 


They spoke to random people who had told them that there had been three vehicles up ahead and two formed 
a line, the drivers getting out and quickly hopping in the third and sped off into the morning. Dave shook his 
head and ran back to the SUV, pulling his cellphone out of the console and punching in the number to 
headquarters and drumming his fingers on the open door. 


"What's going on?" Bruce was utterly confused. 


"Some idiots just parked random cars in the middle of the highway. Somethin’ doesn't sit right with me about it 


all, so l'm callin’ Araya." 
"For someone to just leave cars here." Nick shook his head, puzzled. 


Marty frowned, mild horror taking over his face only a moment later. "Do you think those cars are booby 


trapped?" 


Everyone's eyes widened and snapped over to where the vehicles sat in the distance. A man who looked to 


have had about enough, stormed over and went to open the door to the car on the left. 


Everything happened so suddenly. The chaos was so out of the blue for a day that started out filled with 
happy chatter and storytelling. 


They watched as David's eyes widened and he began to shout, moving towards the guy as people started 
getting angsty; a sharp sound rang through the air as the door opened, the light blinding as the car exploded - 


- the man who opened the door disintegrating into nothing. 


Dave dropped the phone and climbed in the driver's seat, peeling backwards as the second car exploded. Bruce 
looked over at Adrian, whose face had drained of color -- then it hit him, David had been close when the first 
car had been tripped Everyone spilled out of the car as it came to a stop at a safe distance, rushing up to 


help all they could. 


Bruce whipped out his mobile, dialing “Il as he ushered two women and a couple of children away from the 


horrific scene. 

"Al, what is your emergency?" 

"Two bombs just went off on US-224 WI" The smoke was now making it hard to breathe. 
"Oh my. Do you know the severity of the consequences if this information is false?" 


"Yes! | bloody well know! Just get someone down here! People are hurt, scared, and some are fucking dead or 


dying!" 
"We're sending you help as we speak. The first correspondence should be there in about five minutes." 


Bruce only hoped that more things wouldn't go wrong in the meantime. Oh, how wrong he was when a van 
exploded, followed by a pickup truck. He couldn't see any of the others, but he didn't have time to really 


contemplate it all as he dove back into the fray to aid whoever he could. 


It didn't take long before he heard sirens, the bulk of several fire trucks barely visible in all of the smoke. 
Bruce's eyes were starting to burn, but he tossed the irritation to the back of his mind as he guided an 
injured woman to safety. On his way back he froze in place as he saw Adrian leaning over a man on the 
ground; he snapped out of his daze and ran up to provide assistance, but when he got closer Adrian looked up 
at him, his blue eyes misted with tears and his hands were shaking. 


That's when Bruce realized who the medic was kneeling over, at a loss for what to do without the proper tools. 


On the ground before him lay a badly burned David, his eyes staring up at the sky in a pain-induced haze. 
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If the world seemed to pass by in a blur for Bruce, he can only imagined how it felt for Adrian and the others 
who were closer to David. It seemed as though he wasn't in his own body, he felt as though he was watching 
somewhere far away as teams of paramedics swarmed the area, stretchers and masks at the ready. Despite 
trying to cover it up, the eyes of the medics that swooped in for David widened - a sense of urgency taking 
over as they eased him up and on the gurney, darting towards the ambulance that sped off through the 


smoke. 


Dave waved in their direction, Bruce grabbing an equally shocked Adrian and dragging him over to where the 


agent was. 


"We can't pass through this mess in the SUV. One of the officers on sight offered to let us use his cruiser." 


His voice was relatively calm, but Bruce could see the worry that clouded his hazel eyes. "Come on!" 


They raced through the maze of destruction and slowly ebbing chaos, Adrian and Bruce jumping in the back of 
the police car with Marty while Dave took the driver's seat; Nick biting the side of his thumb as the cruiser 


took off in the same direction the ambulance carrying their friend did. 


NUNN NN NNN 


If the scene on the highway had been chaos, the one in the hospital was complete and utter madness. Nurses, 
doctors, and other personnel ran to and fro: carrying medicines, escorting the victims of the explosion to a 
room, and trying to calm down and hold back incoming family and friends. 


No matter how bad they wanted to see David, interrupting an employee from wherever they were going could 
be the difference between life and death for some of the people being dragged in, so unlike those around them, 
the four men settled in the waiting room while Adrian dove into the fray -- another set of hands that 
actually knew what they were doing certainly didn't hurt matters. 


Once things had settled down tremendously, Dave got up to talk to the rumpled clerk at the front desk. Bruce 


took in the people around him while Dave spoke to the woman -- men, women, and children littered the large 


waiting room; some were crying, others sat together and prayed, and quite a few paced up and down the 


linoleum awaiting the news of a loved one. 
He stood up from his seat when he saw Adrian, dressed in borrowed scrubs and looking very tired, standing at 
the entrance of the double doors that separated the waiting room and the hospital rooms themselves. The 


other two followed behind him as he got up, reaching the blonde at the same time Dave did. 


Adrian scrubbed his face with his hands and heaved a huge sigh. "Things aren't as bad as they could have 
been, but they're far from good" 


"To what extent?" Bruce frowned. 

"Almost fifteen percent of his body was caught in the flames, mainly around his torso and arms. Most of the 
burns are second degree, but there are good amounts of third, especially on his right arm where he reached 
for the man who opened the car door. If we can keep him from getting an infection within the next forty-eight 
hours then he should be okay.” 

Nick tried to be reassuring. "That's not bad right? | mean.he's in a hospital so that shouldn't be hard" 


"Pain stresses the body, and there are few things that hurt worse than third degree burns. Stress weakens 


the immune system, which makes him vulnerable even in as safe a setting as a hospital.” 

Adrian nodded his agreement at Marty's words. "The fluid as the skin blisters is another concern for infection” 
"So, there's nothin’ we can do now but wait" Dave said; it was just as much a question as it was a statement.” 
"| don't like it any more than you do but yes, that's our only option outside of monitoring his condition" 

"You should wait out here, too. At least long enough for a short nap." Bruce suggested. 

Adrian shook his head. "| can‘t-" 


"At least sit still long enough to eat something. We haven't eaten since this morning and it's bordering on 


eleven" 


Adrian glanced over at the clock that hung just across from where they were standing. 10:58 pm. "Fine." he 


conceded. 


No one was really in the mood to eat, but they knew they had to, and it was a sufficient way to pass at least 


another half hour or so while they kept an ear out for David's condition 


Eight 
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The next two days were extremely nerve-wracking for the group of men. After the initial panic of the first 
day calmed down, Adrian was politely refused when he tried to go check on David -- which nearly causing an 
incident when Dave decided to debate otherwise. The blonde just shook his head and heeded the doctor's words, 
the woman stopping him and telling him that she would keep a special eye out for him for all his help. 


Marty and Nick had gone back to the scene to retrieve their SUV, the divider being separated a few feet to 
allow cars to pass the wreckage. While they were out, they found a small motel just a mile away from the 
hospital, booking two rooms. Adrian had stopped by Dave and Bruce's hotel room for a quick shower and a 


change of clothes before taking off back to the hospital. 


Sleep didn't come easy for anyone, their minds constantly shifting back to the man that was fighting for his 
life just a short distance away. During that time though, Araya had contacted Dave and confirmed what they 
already knew: that it had indeed been one of Hetfield's schemes; one of the men had been cought about twenty 
miles away from the scene, easily identified by the tattoo of four cards on his side, the numbers on them 


representing the year they joined the Metallica Syndicate. 


They were all huddled together in the waiting room when the doctor came out, easily spotting them and 
rushing over, the gentle smile on her face easing the heavy band that clutched at their hearts. They all stood, 


looking at her with hopeful faces as she came closer. 
"Good news?" Nick asked. 


Her smile grew. "He's actually awake right now. He may or may not make too much sense because of the pain 


medications we have him on, but you're welcomed to see him, two at a time." 


They didn’t hesitate to follow her, deciding on the way there that Adrian would be the first to see him -- he 
would have the time he needed without worrying that David would be too tired The doctor left them outside 


the room he was in, waving off their thanks and heading off to check on other patients. 
"Thank God." Nick sighed. 


Marty nodded. "He's not completely out of the woods yet, but | can't say that l'm not happy that he soldiered 


through it" 


Bruce knew that Dave was just as relieved as the rest of them, but there was something about his 
personality that refused to show it to the others. He wanted to desperately hug him - the last 48 hours had 


been one of the scariest times of his life - but he didn't want to set Dave off in a negative way. 


It was when Dave let out a shaky breath that he braved it, quickly checking both sides of the hall before 
wrapping his arms around Dave's waist. The body in his arms went rigid, Dave surprised and unsure about the 
contact before he stiffly wrapped an arm around Bruce's back, accepting the mild comfort when he saw that 
Marty and Nick were doing everything in their power not to look over at them. 


Bruce pressed his forehead to Dave's collarbone; he was shocked at how long Dave let the embrace last, 
allowing Marty and Nick to go into the room before they did. Giving them a wan smile, Adrian leaned against 
the wall and just stared off into space; it was very apparent that he was tired, his body visibly sagging against 
the plaster wall, 

Dave finally broke the hug when the other two came out, trudging into the room ahead of Bruce; he quickly 
followed behind the senior agent, watching as Dave dropped down into the chair. David was still awake, although 
he seemed somewhat aloof from the clear fluid that ran through his IV. He stood in the background as they 
chatted, he was more than okay with the knowledge that David was going to live, he didn't want to be a third 
wheel between the two long-time friends. 

He didn't notice when the room went quiet about ten minutes later. 


"| guess he decided | was contagious." 


Bruce snapped out of his thoughts to find Dave and David staring at him, David looking at him with an amused 


expression. 
"No!" He shook his head vehemently. "I know I'm not as close to you as the rest, so | just thought-" 


David waved Bruce over. "You'd think that we didn't spend nights watching bad comedies and eating junk food 
together." 


"I hope that's all you did." Dave snorted. 


Bruce let out a small laugh, and David coughed out a few pained chuckles. "It wasn't like that and you know it 


He smacked Dave's arm lightly and leaned against the chair he was in. "You caused quite the scare, Ellefson" 
"IIl let you know-" David yawned. "-when | plan on reaching out towards another bombed vehicle." 


His friends let out a snort. 


"Too soon?" he grinned, the expression falling several seconds later. "Promise me something?" 
"Anything." Dave and Bruce answered simultaneously. 
y Ag y 


"Look after Ade." His speech was starting to slow, the lethargy hitting him hard. "He looked like hell when he 


came in." 
"Yeah, we noticed," said Bruce. 
"Get some rest. We'll take care of ‘im." Dave assured. 


David offered them both a small smile before his body relaxed and his eyes closed, his breath evening out as 
he fell asleep. 
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Deep blue eyes narrowed as they scanned the flickering images on the subpar television screen. The evening 


news was on and guess who made the frontlines? Ha. 


„explosion. Witnesses that went unharmed said that the initial car had been set off by an impatient driver, and one 
man had tried to stop him from opening it, only to be caught up in the flames. The man himself is in ICU as we 
speak, along with about twelve other victims; Ten lives were taken when the second car went off, and stil others 


received minor burns and scrapes. Just where the cars came from, John? 


Were getting word from some of those on the scene that the cars were left right in the middle of the road, 
Carol. Right in the middle of the road, mid-tratfic. And we got report that that second male victim was an FBI 
agent, so whoever is responsible will definitely be in some serious trouble even if he and the initial victim had been 
the only ones caught up in the mayhem. Speaking of which, a couple of good Samaritans on the scene whipped into 
action, helping as many people as they could from the destruction and utter chaos.. 


Hetfield flexed his jaw before taking another sip of Jack. He had known that Mustaine and his idiots were after 
him, and he hoped with the little hope in his heart he had left that the agent was him. And he hoped that one 
of the victims had been that little shit stain Dickinson too, he had heard that he made a full recovery. Unlike.. 


He squeezed his eyes shut; he could still see the look on Kirk's face as he looked up from the bullet wound and 
the rapidly spreading red circle in his shirt. So hurt. So confused And just before those eyes became unseeing, 
he caught that last desperate message in the beautiful, brown windows to his now departed soul. / love you 


Hetfield downed the rest of the dark liquid in his glass, tossing it away and reaching over for the bottle itself. 
If for no other reason than for the sake of his escape, he knew he would never be free of these bastards 

until every last one of them were dead - the other clowns on the force were so fuckin’ stupid that he could 
make a clean get away once that goal was accomplished. And what better way than a few tricks on their way 


to hunting him down? 


NUNN NNNN NNN 


"We need to be headin’ out soon” Dave mumbled as he paced the small space the motel room offered. 


"How can we when David's hurt? He's not going to be able to come with us" Bruce reminded him. 


"| know. We gotta leave him behind until he's in good enough shape to join us again" Dave sighed, coming to a 


stop. "As much as that'll pain me and him both to do. All of us really." 
"Yeah, he's not gonna take it well. And Adrian's gonna want to stay with him." Bruce informed. 


Dave nodded, resuming his strides. "| figured that much. But that'll leave us two men down that's on the inside 
off all this." He paused again. "Unless." 


Bruce gave him a confused look. "Unless what?" 


Dave reached into his pocket and pulled out his cell phone. Pressing the speed dial number to the contact he 
was trying to reach, he sat down on the shabby motel bed and drummed his fingers on his knee as it rang. 


Bruce pursed his lips as he listened to Dave's half of the conversation. 


"Hey Araya, how's about a favor?" Dave snorted, the corners of his mouth tipping up ever so slightly. "You 


got enough power to pull a sheriff and a few deputies for me?" 
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"What?" David looked at all of them in something akin to horror. 

Dave sighed. "You heard me. We gotta leave ya here until you recover." 

“But..but..” 

"No buts. You're stayin’ here." 

"But | can-" His words cut off with a pained groan as he tried to sit up. 

"David!" Adrian rushed over to his side, easing him on his back again "Don't even think about it!" 

"Wait, | can get up and." 

Dave pinched the bridge of his nose as Adrian and David went back and forth, mildly comforted by the hand 
pressed at the small of his back, Bruce providing a source of strength for him without making him feel 
smothered. "There's no discussing this. You. Are. Staying. That's an order." He fought down the urge to cringe 
when he saw the hurt that reflected in David's eyes, he knew it had nothing to do with his injuries. 

David looked down at the blindingly white sheets. "Yes sir," he mumbled. 

"Don't worry David. I'll be here with you." 

David shook his head and looked up. "Ade, | can't ask ya to do that." 

"You don't have to. And Dave didn't either. I'm not leaving you. You'll get better in no time." 

Nick nodded emphatically, quick to pick up on Adrian's tone. "You're a tough son of a bitch. You got this." 


"You'll be back with us before you know it" Marty assured. 


"The faster the better." Dave jerked his head in Nick and Marty's direction. "I don't want to be left alone with 


these two clowns forever." 
"That leaves you two men down. What are ya gonna do?" David asked, giving in. 
"We got it covered" 


And Dave left it at that. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


It's been two days. It didn't feel the same, he had been so used to David's presence that things felt very off 
to him. Sleep hadn't found him throughout this time and he kept pushing the group forward, only stopping for 
coffee, gas, and the occasional bathroom break. The hard pace had gotten them all the way to Illinois, where 
Bruce had finally told him that they were stopping and sleeping in a bed that night. He had opened his mouth to 
argue but when he glanced in the rearview mirror he saw that the others looked rather ruffled, and could 
only imagine what he looked like; so with that thought in mind he hunted down a motel and checked in with his 


boss. 


That was about three hours ago and he still hadn't been able to go to sleep, his body was tired but his mind 


was going in a continuously active cycle. His restlessness quickly passed itself to Bruce, who stirred awake. 
"Dave, we have to get up in a few hours. You need to sleep." he mumbled. 
Dave snorted. "| would if | could, Bruce." 


Bruce propped himself up on Dave's chest and leaned forward, their lips just a hairsbreadth away. "Need a 
little help?" 


Dave allowed the corners of his mouth to turn up, Bruce pressing his lips against his smile. Dave wrapped his 
arms around Bruce, tugging him fully on top of him - opening his mouth to accept the tongue that sought 
entrance. They were so engrossed in what they were doing that they didn't notice the shadow that stalked 


outside. 

At least not until the window shattered and a figure dressed in all black rolled onto his knees, pointing a gun in 
their direction Dave cursed and rolled them off the bed just before the first shot was fired - the bullet 
embedding itself into the tarnished headboard of the bed. The figure stood and rounded the bed, only making it 
a few steps before another shot sounded off, the figure dropping to the ground with a twitch. 

Dave didn't hesitate to get up and pat under the pillow he had been lying on to get the gun he kept there. 


"W-what happened?" Bruce asked, shaken. 


"Don't you watch action movies? Shite always happens when you try to get laid" A voice said from the window. 


Bruce's eyes widened. "Steve!" 


Steve grinned and saluted him, his head the only body part sticking inside the window. "Bruce. Dave." 
"I thought that was horror movies. What's it look like out there?" Dave inquired, pulling on a pair of jeans. 


"Whatever, Jan and Davey got a couple who were sneaking around. We have to get out of here, though, | think 


there's more where that came from’ 

"Weill meet you in the parking lot?" 

"Aye aye, captain" Steve ducked back out: 

"How did he get here so bloody fast?" asked Bruce, his voice muffled by the shirt he was pulling on 


"A flight from Florida to Illinois is only a little over two hours. | checked in with the location three or so hours 


ago. 
"Fantastic timing, huh?" Bruce muttered, stomping into this trainers. 
"We'll have all the time in the world after all this is said and done." 
Bruce stared at him, aghast. "Who knows how long that'll be?!" 
"Let's focus less on your dick and more on stayin’ alive, hm?" 

Bruce scowled, but accepted the gun Dave handed to him. "Fine." 


They picked up their bags and ran out the door to meet with the others. 
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They both saw the men in the hallway, but Dave was already out the door; Bruce, who was right behind him 
as they exited their hotel room, pulled hard on the back of his shirt, hauling Dave back in the room just as a 
bullet nicked the door frame. They could hear the screams of the sparse amount of people that had the 


unfortunate idea of staying at this particular motel. 

"Shit!" Dave spat, pulling out both of his pistols. 

"What do we do?" Bruce asked, his voice was borderline panic. "They're waiting for us!" 
"We gotta risk it. You take the right, | take the left. Ok?" 

Bruce took a deep breath, pushing down the fear and taking out his gun. "Okay." 

"On three." Dave flipped off the safety on both his pistols. "One. Two.. Three!" 


They rushed out, using their bags as a secondary shield as they fired at the hooded figures. A woman opened 
the door to her room just ahead of them, her mouth poised open to scream - the sound never leaving her 
mouth as a stray bullet embedded itself into her forehead, her body collapsing to the floor with few others as 
it spasmed. 


"The emergency exit is on your side, go for it!" Dave shouted over the gunshots. 

"What about you?" Bruce yelled back. "What if there's others in here?" 

"You're my main concern right now! I'm right behind you, now go!" 

Bruce took aim as best he could and fired, the shadow near the door dropping to the ground with a wet groan. 
He took off, firing another round at the other two black-clad figures, his anxiousness easing as they took 
cover. The shrill alarm sounded when he kicked the door open, turning around to fire at the hiding men as Dave 


caught up to him. Relief flooded his senses as the agent made it out the door with him, both taking off in a 
mad scramble to reach the parking lot. 


"I's about damn time!" Nick shouted from the back of the SUV, his eyes darting around as he scoped the area 
around them, a handful of bodies littering the parking lot here and there. 


"Duck!" Marty screamed at them. 


The pair ducked down, Nick and Marty taking out the three men who had been running after them. Dave and 
Bruce had just gotten up when a mob of the shadowed figures came out of nowhere, panic flashing across the 
other two agents' faces as they quickly tried to reload. Bruce covered his eyes when two bright lights flashed, 


several thumps could be heard as shots rounded off. 


He opened his eyes to see another, larger SUV backing up over several bodies that had been struck on its 
initial arrival. He reloaded his gun, vaguely remembering the way Dave had taught him. He joined in on the 


shootout that was now in full effect, watching as two men fell in correspondence to his shooting. 


"Unlock this damn thing so we can get the hell outta here!" It seemed as though Nick had had quite enough of 
this, he didn't blame them. 


Dave dropped one of his pistols, his hand patting his pockets as he searched frantically for the keys. Pulling 
them out, he pressed the unlock button and the lights flashed, everyone climbing inside as swiftly as they 
could. They started when the other SUV pulled up beside them, the driver's side window rolling down to reveal 
the sheriff. 


"Go ahead! We'll be right behind youl" Steve yelled over to them before rolling the window back up. 


Dave revved up the SUV and swerved out of the lot as the backup for the surviving men arrived in the 
parking lot, shooting at their vehicles as they peeled out of the lot. 


